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eyelid after giving them the name of a person of the other sex; the one that 
stays on longest is the one that loves her best. I am curious to know how 
widespread these games are. 

Charles Welsh. 

YONKERS, N. Y. 

Negro Hymn. — The following negro hymn, collected by Mrs. Emma M. 
Backus at Grovetown, Ga., has not, I believe, been published in this form; 
that is, under the name "Ain't gwine grieve my God no more," and with 
these stanzas composing the hymn. A number of the stanzas have been 
published under different songs, and with different versions. 1 

ain't gwine grieve my god no more 

i. Hypocrite, hypocrite, God despise, 2 
His tongue so sharp he will tell lies; 
Hypocrite, hypocrite, God despise, 
His tongue so sharp he will tell lies. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

2. Oh, wait, let me tell you what the hypocrite do, 
He won't serve God, and he won't let you; 
Wait, let me tell you what the hypocrite do, 
He won't serve God, and he won't let you. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 

Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

3. Stop, let me tell you what the hypocrite do, 
He won't go to heaven, and he won't let you; 
Stop, let me tell you what the hypocrite do, 
He won't go to heaven, and he won't let you. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 

Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

4. Oh, if I had died the day when I was young, 
I would not had this troubled race to run ; s 
Oh, if I had died the day when I was young, 
I would not had this troubled race to run. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 

Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

1 Allen, Slave Songs in the United States; Pike, The Jubilee Singers; Fenner & Rathbun, 
Cabin and Plantation Songs; Lippincott's, vol. ii, pp. 617-623; Century, vol. xxxvi, p. 577; 
Atlantic, vol. xix, p. 685; American Journal of Religious Psychology and Education, vol. iii, 
pp. 265-365. 

2 Some slightly differing versions of "Hypocrite, hypocrite," etc., were common in the 
old "spirituals." 

* The version printed has, — 

If I had er died when I wus young, 
I wouldn't er had dis risk to run. 
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5. If you want to get to heaven, 1 let me tell you how, 
Treat your neighbor like you ought to right here now; 
If you want to get to heaven, let me tell you how, 
Treat your neighbor like you ought to right here now. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 

Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

6. I don't want to stumble, I don't want to fall, 

I want to get to heaven when the roll is called ; 2 
I don't want to stumble, I don't want to fall, 
I want to get to heaven when the roll is called. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

7. The Old Satan is mad, and I am glad, 

And he missed that soul he thought he had;' 
The Old Satan is mad, and I am glad, 
And he missed that soul he thought he had. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

8. The Old Satan have him in a tight compress, 
When the bugle blow he change his dress; 
The Old Satan have him in a tight compress, 
When the bugle blow he change his dress. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 

Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

9. The Old Satan wear an iron shoe, 

If you don't mind, he gwine step on you ; 4 
The Old Satan wear an iron shoe, 
If you don't mind he gwine step on you. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

1 Another version runs, — 

If you want to get to heaven when you die, 
Jes' stop yo' tongue from tellin' lies. 

2 A printed version reads, — 

I'm goin' to heaven an' I don't want ter stop, 
An' I don't want ter be no stumblin' block. 

8 This stanza is quite common, with slight differences. 
4 Two other versions of this stanza are common: 

Ole Satan wear an iron shoe. 
If you don't mind gwine er slip it on you. 
Also 

Ole Satan wear mighty loose ole shoe, 
If you don't mind gwine slip it on you. 
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10. The Old Satan is a liar and a conger too, 
If you don't mind he gwine conger you; l 
The Old Satan is a liar and a conger too, 
If you don't mind he gwine conger you. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

11. When I was walking down in dead men's lane, 
Wrapt and tired a in my sin and shame, 
When I was walking down in dead men's lane, 
Wrapt and tired in my sin and shame, 

Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

12. The very hour I thought I was lost, 

My dungeon shook and my chains fell off; 3 
The very hour I thought I was lost, 
My dungeon shook and my chains fell off. 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more, 
Ain't gwine grieve my God no more. 

Howard W. Odum. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

1 Two printed versions of this stanza read, — 

Ole Satan is a liar an' cunjerer, too. 
If you don't mind gwine conjur you. 

Ole Satan's a liar an' conjuerer too, 
If you don't mind he'll cut you in two. 

The last line of the second of the above versions is also found thus: 

If you don't mind he'll cut you through. 

All these are common. 
* Tired wearing an apron. 
» Similar to this is found, — 

Ole Satan thought he had me fas', 
I broke my chains an' am free at las'. 



